THE   CRUCIFIX

crucifix becomes smaller and smaller, is there left any of the
old beauty and religion. Higher and higher, the monu-
ment becomes smaller and smaller, till in the snows it
stands out like a post, or a thick arrow stuck barb upwards.
The crucifix itself is a small thing under the pointed hood,
the barb of the arrow. The snow blows under the tiny
shed, upon the little, exposed Christ. All round is the solid
whiteness of snow, the awful curves and concaves of pure
whiteness of the mountain-top, the hollow whiteness
between the peaks, where the path crosses the high,
extreme ridge of the pass. And here stands the last crucifix,
half-buried, small and tufted with snow. The guides
tramp slowly^ heavily past, not observing the presence of
the symbol, making no salute. Farther down, every
mountain peasant lifted his hat. But the guide tramps by
without concern. His is a professional importance now.

On a small mountain track on the Jaufen, not far from
Meran, was a fallen Christus. I was hurrying downhill to
escape from an icy wind which almost took away my con-
sciousness, and I was looking up at the gleaming, unchang-
ing snow-peaks all round. They seemed like blades
immortal in the sky. So I almost ran into a very old
MartertafeL It leaned on the cold, stony hill-side sur-
rounded by thg white peaks in the upper air.

The wooden hood was silver-grey with age, and
covered, on the top, with a thicket of lichen, which stuck
up in hoary tufts. But on the rock at the foot of the post
was the fallen Christy armless, who had tumbled down and
lay in an unnatural posture, the naked, ancient wooden
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